IN   PATRIA  POTESTATE

FIFTH   CENTURY A.D.

THE day I was ten I came in from the fields in
the evening; my father struck my mother on the
breast with the hilt of his dagger. A fortnight after-
wards she died. If she had lived longer I think he
would have divorced her. I don't know, even now,
whether he was my real father; he had a quick temper
and so have I, but I doubt if I could ever be so hard
on my children as he was on me; and I was never like
him to look at. I always hope my real father was not
him but someone I should like.

After that he married again. His second wife was
not beautiful like my mother; she was short and
brown; sometimes she had a rash on her face, and her
hands were always hot and sticky to touch. She was
always just going to have a baby, too, or else nursing
one; I used to think the whole house smelled of small
babies. I hated it,

I learned to read and write as a child, and when I
was older I wanted to study law; but what was the
good? I never had any money of my own, so I never
could buy books, still less go to a Law School After
a time I began to suspect, from things the servants
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